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Paul and Emil to go hiint a sound floe, if such a thing remained in the Arctic Seas, upon which we could take refuge. They instantly set out, scrambling over the rolling, shaking slabs, and as they disappeared in the gloom I said to myself: "Well, that's the last I shall ever see of those boys." Yet I was not much concerned about it. For some reason, which I never expect to understand, I was unable to get up more than an indifferent sort of interest in what was going on. The most acute sensation I had was in a thought of how much more pleasant it would be back in the snug bag, and whether it was really worth while to stay out in this bitter wind trying to save things.
In a few moments Paul and Emil returned with word that twenty or thirty rods away they had found a floe which appeared to be sound and safe. Then, for the first time, we all began to feel that there was something worth, hurry ing for. leaving hold of a sledge, we hastened with it over the quaking pieces and across a chasm in which the water was running like a mill-race, to a place of safety upon, the large floe beyond. Three trips there and back we made, each time finding the chasm considerably wider than before.
It was all we could do to get the third sledge Dver, and when we attempted to return for the